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the University. He is a junior now. I haven't had any com-
plaints about his conduct over there. Of course, boys will
be boys, and you can't hold too tight a rein. Bobby spends
a good many of his week-ends over here, always brings three,
four, half a dozen of his fraternity chaps along. Naturally,
they are a bit noisy. They take over the house and raise heB
with it. They drink and play poker and sleep late in the
morning and upset the servants. But I suppose they're not
any worse than other high-spirited young fellows, enjoying
a couple of days away from the grind of college work."
I nodded comprehendingly, and remarked that such
festival occasions must bore him.
"Not any more," explained Nick. "This is the third year
of it. I used to try to play host, but I gave that up. When
the racket begins, on Friday night, I pack a bag and go into
town." He paused, for a moment, and added, "Maybe that
wasn't the thing to do. They might have behaved a litde
better if I had been on the premises."
"Anything special happened?" I wondered.
Nick reached into his breast-pocket and produced the
letter. He did not open it at once; just sat there slowly
tapping his thumb with it.
"I had this by special delivery early to-day. It is from an
old friend of mine in Grand Rapids, Knute Larson. Knute
was with me in the Arion Company for many years; retired
now. His family is pretty much scattered. Only one left in
whom he has any particular interest: his grand-nephew.
This boy is one of my Bobby's closest friends. He has been
over here so often that we feel quite well acquainted with
him. Several times Knute has dropped me a line or two,
thanking me for hospitality to his youngster, I had gathered